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One woful day sweeps children, friends,  and

wife.

And all the brittle blessings of my life!"               35

Add one thing more, and all thou say'st Is true;
Thy want and wish of them Is vanished too;
Which, well considered, were a quick relief
To all thy vain imaginary grief:
For thou shalt sleep, and never wake again,          90

And, quitting life, shalt quit thy loving pain.
But we, thy friends, shall all those sorrows find,
Which in forgetful death thou leav'st behind ;
No time shall dry our tears, nor drive thee from

our mind.

The worst that can befall thee, measured right,    f>5
Is a sound slumber, and a long good-night.
Yet thus the fools, that would be thought the

wits,

Disturb their mirth with melancholy fits;
When healths go round, and kindly brimmers

flow,

Till the fresh garlands on their foreheads glow,    100
They whine, and cry, ** Let us make haste to live*
Short are the joys that human life can give."
Eternal preachers, that corrupt the draught,
And pall the god,jthat never thinks, with tnought;
Idiots with all that thought, to whom the worst H)5
Of death, Is want of drink, and endless thirst*
Or any fond desire as vain as these.
For, even in sleep, the body, wrapt in ease,
Supinely lies, as in the peaceful grave;
And, wanting nothing, nothing can It crave.        no
Were that sound sleep eternal, it were death ;
Yet the first atoms then, the seeds of breath,
Are moving near to sense; we do but shake
And rouse that sense, and straight we are awake*
Then death to us, and death's anxiety,                  115

Is less than nothing, If a less could be;